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COMING SOON 


CIM Beetiitireccestess. ctor ene SOONER THAN YOU THINK 
WHA Tinvccgecctesseete teceeuenecteeee REVOLUTION 
TADMISSION Garcecee eee DESIRE FOR LIBERATION 


Clarence Johnson 


rue. 
«Ree mee ade 
? Bee Meee 


aici Reet TANI 


Winston Kennedy 


A physcedelic spectrum of light 
An unchanceable change 


A warp-sided head of sour sweat 


a goal beyond existence 


Combined this is my life. 


Jessie Quick 


CORRIDOR OF TIME 


The line of man 
marches endlessly down the 
corridor. 


the line stopped but for an 


instant 


and then resumed the march. 


Pamala Woodruff 


Claude Ferguson 


THIS OLD MAN 


Rampant mirrors of debasement 

seem so intent upon 

suming up the old man’s life style. 

What has it been like for him? 

inhaling misery, from the second 

some twisted up witch doctor 

teed off on his wet ass 

who can say, or do him in a good turn? 

could i help? 

“he’s such an unsavory fellow” they say. 
squading there drinking his misery out; 
wishing from the very last fiber that 
he could put himself out of misery. 

“who was he yesterday, a well liked man, 

a butcher, baker, or was he always this way? 

To think so would be like the others... . 

maybe he was a husband, a leader, or even daddy 
young, ready to learn, breathe, and be. 


but dreams and hope fade don’t they ? 
for this old man 
sitting 
there 


awaiting death’s peace 
just stares 


as i 
move slowly 


to take his place. .... 


John Brewer 


Winston Kennedy 


GAME THREE 


No guilt -- 


You -- 


the cold plains and northern rains 
scorch the pins under the velvety 
rob of irritated pleasures, an 
enclosed spirit like a poisonous 
plant 


the rose unable to be picked be- 
cause of thorns. Your stem murders 
the desire to touch the sightly 
beauty. The harsh plant, whitened 


heart from the poisonous seed -- 


KNOW YOUR GUILT! 


The love from the petals is 


losing 
falling 
dying 


and will no longer have 


legal security or 


economic serenity 


at your disposal. 
The petals will 


lose 
fall 
die and 


I will give you your manhood 


Angela Burtina Glenn 


AMERICA 


The strong overly concerned “Black Man” keeps on struggling. 


He 


But the prejudice keeps on 


love. 


this 


is trying to win her 


love. 


to 


even harder 


bitch 


which makes 


bubbling, 


Claude Ferguson 


THE MASK 


copestetic, beguiling instrument of deceit 
encapsuling the hearts, minds, and emotions 
of ali Black mankind 


disguising hurt, anger and shame by 


replacing it with a translucent shield 
inviting insult and contempt. . 


dance niggers 

on your mothers grave 
laugh niggers 

when your children cry 


but don’t worry 


one day they too will wear 
the mask 
but it shall be a 


Frown 
Alvin Rush 


Claude Ferguson 


A wall was made 

Beside the tree, 

That cast the shade. 

The wall kept me 

From being free. 

Try as I would, I could not climb 
The wall’s smooth stone; 
All day Vd try; 

While the sunlight shone---- 
Only at night 

Could I top its height. 
Then would the sun 

Begin its run 

From East to West; 

I'd stop to rest. 

The shade lay on 

The other side, 

The grass I trod 

Was scorched and dried, 
And grew from desert sod. 
A stout tree grew 

By the stone fence. . 
Who mixed the mortar? 

It was you. 

The wall is yours, 

The tree is, too. 


too long have i tried to escape the Reality of Life. 

I begged, tommed, and prayed, “Lord make me white” 
for too long have i tried to escape being Black 
i processed my hair; used Bleach & Glo and i cried aloud 
i am a negro 
but now i know there is no escape from Reality or 
Black 
from now on i won’t beg, tom, or pray to be white 
neither will i process my hair or cry out i am a negro 
cause now i know i can face reality and be proud 
to be 
Black 
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Dora Hinson 


BROTHER 


You say that you’re a 
Brother 

And speak for those who are 
Black 

But when you get around 
Whitey 

You take everything 

Back. 


You give the 

Sign 

and shake my 

Hand 

Just like a brother 
Should 

But when you get around 
Whitey 

You say you're 
Misunderstood . 


So let me tell you 

S Brothers 

Of how you've got to 
Be. 

If you ain’t Black all the 
Time 

Don’t bring your shit to 
me. 


Evelyn Proctor 


SIT 


You sit, your mind and body exist in a non-existent voidless pit 
You sit, your world exists of reefers, scag, sand hypodermics 
You sit, your mind on a perpetual hig, your 

body addicted to its daily poison. 
You sit, in your junkies nod, people are human, you sit 

people die, you sit 

black people prepare for revolution, you sit 
You can be blown off your junky ass 

sit, in your junkies’ world of total bliss. 


Marilyn Moore 


William o Farrow 


JUNKY LOVE 


uph uph ah uph oh uph ah 


uph ah sO gooo000000000d amannnnnnnnnNa 
just uph oh love this higheeeeee 

woowee sheeeet babyeeee Pm soo kool 

say man, uph it’s beautiful to be uph 
what ever color we are 

ain’t it? 2 


John Brewer 


TIME TO GET TOGETHER 


I’m together 
I’m black 


Pm together 


Kill whitey, get the gun 
I’m together 
burn baby burn 
Pm together 
Guerrilla warfare 
I’m together 
black separation 
Pm together 
power to all black people 
Together people around rapping about how 
together they are 
Together people running are not reading on how to 
be together 
Together people shouting “revolution” but not knowing 
how a revolution works 
Together people shouting black separation, but not 
knowing where to separate 
Together people talking about mother Africa but not 
knowing where she is 
Together people better start learning how to be together 
before they get caught in the fire of the rea’ 
“together” people doing their thing 


Marilyn Moore 


w 


Dora Hinson 


LOST 


Standing alone, and puzzled, 

I no longer stare at the white reflections 
around me, 

but I cry and scream in mental agony. 
Blindly, I reach for my self 

in order to leave my jargoned imitation 
behind me, 

But the only voices I hear are the voices 

of conformity’ 

of whites and niggers 

voices of oppression, racism, and imitations 
which approach me 

with a smile and say ‘the proper response nigger 
isin) CStoll a 

While improperly, but correctly, I respond 
= HellyNo 


Yet I still remain... . 


Grady Tripp 


BLACK ACTOR N’ A WHITE PLAY 


It is a play. 
But what is my role? 


It is a contradiction! 
But how can I say, I show? 


Mass confusion of Blackness 
filled and surrounded by 
_those who oppress us 

“And yet we contend. 

We trap ourselves 


I say trap 
By our own contradiction 


Our contradiction being 
our reason for an 
ideology, and an identity 
that subconsciously, we 
often forget 

because we allow 
ourselves to be castrated 
to be Suckered in. 


And yet from those 

mouths we often hear 

the echo 

“All power to Black people” 


Echoed and yet, not heard 
No not by others 


But, Ourselves... 


Betty Holloway 


(UNTITLED) 


The lion’s roar is heard throughout the jungle, 
And leaves tremble when his war-cry sounds. 
His noble brow, his massive force. 
His soul dominates his 

Hectorean foe 

And asserts his vast territorial bounds. . . 
But 

At night the Panther screams in the 
Dark, and Sleeping babes 

Awaken from their slumber sweet 
In terror’s grip, 

And clutch their mothers’ quaking breast. 
Such a sound. should only be _ heard 
In illness or in death’s mournful wake; 
And so it: is: a.” Funeral’): Dirge: 
All creatures’ blood runs cold as ice 
In shrunken veins when the Panther creeps 
In shaddw grace. 

Only those who do not hear 

His chilling cry refuse to fear 

The fury of the Panther’s passion. 


When the ringed moon rises 

In the awesome heavenly skies, 

All fear to travel the jungle’s paths, 
All heart beat madly in, stricken breasts, 
All are awake, no one rests. 

“Can no one stop the Panther’s prowl. . 

Is there none?” 

Then let the Panther’s work be done. 


Gregor Hannibal 


See 


Winston Kennedy 


WOMAN OF BLACKNESS 


Walk proudly Black Woman 

be not afraid of the leacherous eyes of the 
white man. 

for he desires you, 

but you know yourself 

Walk proudly Black woman 

but do not walk vainly 

over your Black brother 

for he loves you Black woman 
he loves you more than you will 
_ ever know 

Black woman 

creator of life 

perpetrator of love 

Stop 

and consider me 

I am, I have been 

but I will cease to be without 


you 


Alvin Rush 
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Claude Ferguson 


THINK! 


Can’t you see in the vagueness of your mind a tranquil 
land, and hear the rythmatic beats of a drum? 
Can you see a proud composed people, mighty tribes 
with bold kings and beautiful queens? 


Think! 
Can’t you see in the stillness of the night villages burned, 


women raped, men beaten and chained, and children left 
alone crying to wander aimlessly? 


Think! 

Can’t you see a new awakening, pride in being black 
and your ancestors coming from Africa? 

Can you see an end to an oppression which has lasted 
for over 400 years? 


Think! 


Can't “you~ sees) say) rebirth Or asetranquillssland? 


Marilyn Moore 


UNTITLED 


Behind a wheel a potter stood 
Molding and shaping a man of his form 
Omitting the vital parts 

Covering others with film 

He gave him eyes but blind were they 
He gave them hands 

only to work for him 

He gave him a head. 

Empty and void to the earth 

He gave him a gully-puch soul 

A fake in the place of a real thing 


Life he omitted to issue another day. 


His creation ------------------ A Colored Man 


Jessie Quick 


MORTIS NO. 2 


The way: was dark and __ tiresome; 
Yet on «1 stumbled, ‘cold and? numb; 
Through trails and paths of mystery, 
As.) | ~ searched)” for) thes inners me 


I. talked, to ‘scarecrows “on se theiny. poles 
And asked if they knew that their souls 
Were but of hay, and straw as _ well, 
And if they. heed™ thes dinner ™® bell: 


I talked to dogwoods, crooked and dry 
Against the backdrop of the © sky; 
| talked to mushrooms, plump and small, 
And wondered where my star would fall. 


The road stretched out long miles behind, 
But I had problems on = my _ mind. 
The: miles) shpped by; lee noticedm ew, 
There” was” (so) much oe) ehad ss (omdo: 


As time passed, and the end drew near, 
I found I traveled without fear. 
[= felt a9 sense of@ecalniaetcleasce eae 
My star fell to the ground in peace. 


cee 


Sie 


Dora Hinson 


ODE TO A BLACK MAN 


I lie, my mind still lingering on the paramount of ecstasy 
I lie, my eyes watching him, so still and quiet, yet so 
massive and unyielding 


He lies, his broad black chest heaving as he rests 


His broad chest which sheltered and surrounded 
me during my trip to the paramount 
He lies, His strong black arms stretched limply before him 
His strong arms which held me tenderly as we 
both strove to reach the paramount 
He lies, His eyes resting gently 
His eyes which looked at me and made me know 
that he too was there as we both reached 
the paramount 
He lies, his lips which kissed me gently as we 
prepared for our trip 
He lies, his body stretched proudly revealing his masculinity 


I lie, | watch him THE SUPREMACY OF MASCULINITY 


Marilyn Moore 


; 
| 


Spike Jones 


BLACK GODDESS 


Black Goddess I love you a 
I love you for your beauty 
but it is your natural self 
that makes you a goddess (so worthy of worship) 
it is your short kinky hair 
opposed to her long straight hair 
it is your dark black complexion 
opposed to her whiteness 
it is your realization of your blackness 
and your rejection of the white world 
that makes you truly beautitul 
you are the guiding light through 
a snow bank of confusion 
Oh BLACK GODDESS I LOVE YOU 
I LOVE YOU 
LOVE YOU 
YOU 
John Blue 


